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I forget my despair It was beyond grief and tears, and
even to this day I can hear that tragic and heartrending
crunch

If I describe very briefly one of our winter evenings in the
house, it is because it probably resembled the evening of
other families of the same class as ourselves If visitors
were not expected the evening would be spent in the living-
room, and after tea we would gather round the fire My
father had made for us children a whole series of tiny stools
and chairs, and he would sit in his grandfather chair reading a
book or the newspaper after a day in the fields But he took
great pride in himself as a fire-maker and it would annoy him
that we children should be sitting with noses near the grate,
and when it was too much for him he would spring to his
feet

1 don't know/ he would say *I think I can shift you,
together If not, 1*11 suffer to be hung'

Then he would stir the fire and pile on logs interspaced
with shiny coal and in a few minutes our stools and chairs
would be shuffling back Then he would be chuckling to
himself and it was in such genial moments that he would lay
aside his paper and begin to talk

Often my mother would play games with us "When the
lamp was lighted the heavy green tablecloth would be spread
and out would come the Ludo board and we would play till
it was time for the girls to go to bed Cards, except Happy
Families and Snap, were unknown in the house, for they came
under the heading of the Devil's Picture-books But occasion-
ally we would play Halma, though that was too difficult for
the younger ones, and well I remember the first introduction
of Tiddly-Winks Sometimes I would pky draughts with
my mother or father, but always with a hope that they had
forgotten the clock and my time for bed Then at about half-
past nine my father would utter his usual formula, and I would
hear it from my bedroom if I was still awake There would
be the shuffle of his feet, the scrape of his chair on the bricks
as he pushed it back, and then 'Well, I think I'll be going up
Wooden Hill *

And by half-past nine, except for the rare stray revellers
from the village pubs, the whole village would be in bed and
most would be asleep But there was nothing uncanny about
the quiet, and even the heavy dark had its friendly and